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Chats With the Editor 


Joan's Spots 


Joan woke up one New Year’s 
morning and said to herself, “This year 
I’m going to keep the record of my life 
absolutely spotless.” 

But before the day was over little 
brother did something she didn’t like. She 
snapped at him angrily, and the little fel- 
low went off to cry. 

She ran after him and told him she was 
sorry, but she knew the heavenly record 
was spoiled. 

“Dear Jesus,” she prayed that night, 
“please forgive me.” 

But not long after that she caught her- 
self grumbling at something mother asked 
her to do. And she was even rude to dad. 

Later, she made some unkind remarks 
about one of the girls at school. 

And soon after that, she told a lie. 

She asked Jesus to forgive her, but she 
still felt bad. 

The end of the year came at last. She 
looked back sadly over the twelve months. 
She had spotted the record so many times. 

“Dear Jesus,” she prayed as she knelt by 
her bed on the last night of the year, “I’m 


Joan had put so many spots on her record that she 
was afraid when Jesus came to show it to her. 
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so sorry. I wish I could live the year over 
again and do it right.” 

She felt someone tap her on the shoulder 
and looked up. Jesus was standing there! 

He sat down on the edge of the bed and 
invited her to sit beside Him. Wondering 
at the mystery of it all, she got up from 
her knees and sat on the bed too. 

“I brought your record for the year, so 
you could see it,” Jesus said. 

“Oh, no!” Joan exclaimed. “I don’t want 
to look at it. It’s too horrible! I'd much 
rather You wouldn’t show it to me.” 

“But, please,” Jesus said, “I’d like you 
to look at it.” 

Joan looked. And her eyes opened in 
amazement. 


“Why—why, that record is too good to 
be mine!” she protested. “I did all sorts of 
sinful things this year, and there isn’t a 
one of them written there. I’m sure this 
isn’t my record. There are no ugly spots 
on it.” 

“But it is your record, Joan,” Jesus said 
kindly. “You asked Me to forgive all the 
bad things you did, didn’t you?” 

“Well, yes, but ” Joan faltered. 

“So I washed them all away. Didn’t you 
believe I would?” 

“I—I knew You promised to do that for 
some people, but ” Joan hesitated. “I 
didn’t really think You would do it for 
me.” 


Jesus put His arm around her. “It’s peo- 
ple like you that I like to forgive most 
of all.” 

He paused. 


“Tomorrow morning begins a new year, 
Joan. If you’ll let Me, I'll help you to keep 
it spotless all year long.” 


Joan put her head on Jesus’ shoulder. 
“You’re so kind, dear Jesus,” she whis- 
pered. 


And what Jesus did for Joan He will 
do for you, too, whoever you are, if yo 
will let Him. “If we confess our sins, h 
is faithful and just to forgive us our sins, 
and to cleanse us from all unrighteousness” 


(1 John 1:9). 








Your friend, 
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Two Colds and a Cobra 


By MARILYN RIESEBERG 


OBRA!” yelled the boy at my door. 
“Bring the gun!” 

“A cobra? Where? We are out of shells 
for the gun.” 

“Up in the mango tree beside your door. 
See? Right up there, curled around a branch. 
See that black place?” the boy shouted. 

“I can’t see it,” I said. “But go and tell my 
husband and ask him if he remembered to 
buy any bullets yesterday.” 

Raising the cry of “Snake!” as he went, 
Leonard ran for my husband, who is a 
teacher at Konola Academy in Liberia. 

Soon he was back. “Pastor forgot to get 
any bullets,” he reported breathlessly. 

The students, who had converged from 
every direction into our front yard, now be- 
gan energetically throwing stones and sticks 
into the tree. 


Everett heard the commotion and ran up 
to say, “I have three bullets in my room. I'll 
go get them.” 

“Where's the snake?” 

My husband had finally arrived! 

“There, right up there,” everyone shouted, 
pointing. But my husband couldn't see it, 
and so Leonard tried the first shot. It missed. 

“I see it now,” cried my husband. “Let me 
have the gun.” 

Bang! 

“You hit it! You hit it!” the boys shouted, 
their black faces shining with excitement. 
But instead of falling to the ground, the 
snake climbed to an even higher branch. Only 
one small bullet was left, and the snake by 
this time was in the very top of that huge 
mango tree. Another shot, and still the snake 

To page 17 
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I am sure now that the cobra would have attacked my two boys if they had not had bad colds. 
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Mother was at the hospital 


When the 


Pastor Came for Dinner @ @ 


By KAY HEISTAND 


ens went to the back yard to 
check on her little sister. Things had hap- 
pened so quickly that she was still a little 
dazed. She shivered, remembering her broth- 
er’s scream when he fell out of the apple 
tree. When they had picked him up his arm 
was crooked and mother was sure it was 
broken. 

Now mother and daddy had taken him to 
the hospital, and it was up to Virginia to see 
that things went right at home. And that 
included getting supper for her little sister 
and her brother. 

Rosie was playing in the sandbox so she 
was all right. Virginia had just decided to 
have sandwiches, milk, and jelly for supper 
when the telephone rang. 

When the operator told Virginia it was a 
telegram she was panic-stricken. She said 
in a quavering voice, “Please read it to me, 
operator.” 

The operator read the wire twice. Vir- 
ginia hung up the receiver, then wiped her 
sweating palms. At least it wasn’t bad news, 
like a death or something. It surely wasn’t 
good news either, for it said the new minis- 
ter and his wife would arrive this afternoon 
to see the church, and discuss the final ar- 
rangements for their moving. And father, 
as a member of the church board, had prom- 
ised to entertain them at their home! 

What should she do? Certainly the How- 
ards would expect to stay for supper, per- 
haps the night. Maybe they could all go out 


to eat, but it would be so expensive for 
mother and daddy, three children, and two 
guests. And with Kenny’s injured arm there 
would be enough expense already. 

She could call someone else on the church 
board and ask them to entertain the How- 
ards. She reached for the telephone. Then 
suddenly she thought, Why, wouldn’t that be 
evading her opportunity to do the right 
thing and show mother and daddy she could 
be trusted with responsibility while they 
were gone? 

Virginia lifted her small chin, her blue 
eyes grew serious and determined, and her 
step was quick and firm as she went to the 
old icebox to check her supplies. (This all 
happened years ago, and Virginia had never 
even heard of electric refrigerators.) The 
large icebox held one hundred pounds of ice 
in the top. The jolly Irish iceman drove a 
horse and wagon and brought ice every day. 
The water from the melting ice collected 
under the box in a pan that her brothers 
protestingly emptied every night. 

The icebox proved a disappointment, for 
outside of plenty of fresh milk it was almost 
bare. Mother hadn’t done the week’s market- . 
ing yet. Virginia’s eyes grew troubled—wha fi 
could she prepare for a company dinner? 

She closed the icebox door slowly, then 
went to the large pantry and searched the 
shelves. There was a big bag of beans— She 
thought a moment, then got her grandma's 
cookbook off the shelf. 
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Taking the beans and the cookbook to the Virginia beamed at him gratefully. “You 
kitchen table, she sat down and studied them are a help. You can mow the yard and pick 


both. Did she dare to try? some onions, radishes, and lettuce. Get a few 
“What's the matter, Ginny?” Her brother of those early strawberries too.” 
Roy slammed the kitchen door as he entered “The only thing you can make is ‘apple 
the house. fluff!” Roy teased. 
“We got a telegram. The new minister “Then we'll have apple fluff for dessert,” 


and his wife are coming this afternoon.” Virginia declared, as she emptied beans into 

Virginia turned to Roy, hoping for advice. a large bowl. She sat down to study the cook- 
Roy whistled. “That means they'll stay for book. After reading the recipe for baked 

7 = supper and probably the night. No telling beans she decided she had time to make 


what time mom and dad will get back!” them. She lighted the oven and set out brown 
He eyed Virginia speculatively. “What're sugar and seasonings. Then she hurried to 
you going to do?” straighten up the house and run the sweeper. 


Virginia grinned at him. Wasn’t that just Fresh flowers would be nice, too, she 
like Roy? “We're going to get ready for thought, resolving to ask Rosie to pick them. 
them! I'll cook the dinner and you can help!” That would make the little girl happy and 
Her eyes sparkled with determination. proud, sure that she was helping get ready 

Roy looked alarmed. “We can’t cook!” for the visitors. 

“I can—some.” Virginia was determined. Soon the beans had swelled up and she 
She poked the sack of beans. “I’m hoping decided they were ready to prepare for bak- 
there’s a recipe in grandma's cookbook for ing. What a good thing, she thought, that 
baked beans.” mother always made her help! But she had 

“I know you have to put them to soak never, never prepared a whole meal all by 
first. I've done it for mom, and she told me herself. 
warm water hurries them up,” Roy volun- Rosie came running into the kitchen. 
teered. To page 18 
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“What shall | do?” mother whispered frantically. ““Guests—and no dinner.” Ginny smiled mysteriously. 
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What fun I had with 


My First 
One-Blade Skates! 


By BERNADETTE RAJOTTE 


VERYBODY I knew had one-blade ice 
skates except me. I owned a pair of bob 
skates, given to me by my mother two years 
before. I was now ten years old and big 
enough to try out the one-blade skates. Up 
till now I had been satisfied to scrape along 
on my bob skates, but this winter it was 
different. All the girls had new skates, and 
I wanted some. 

But I didn’t have the remotest idea where 
I could get a pair. 

Each day after school the girls would skate 
down on the pond or on the Magnetawan 
River. 

I was embarrassed to be seen still wearing 
my childish bob skates. Besides, they were 
much too short, and they had a way of slip- 
ping out of place, for they were fastened to 
my boots by only a narrow leather strap. I 
was never certain how far I could skate with- 
out twisting my foot. 

One day Hetty, my bosom friend, was 
waiting for me below the school hill, franti- 
cally waving to attract my attention. I raced 
down toward her, and since the hillside was 
covered with ice, I slipped and crashed into 
her, knocking her over. 

“Hey, wait a minute, Bonny! What's your 
hurry?” Hetty sputtered. “I want to tell you 
something, but I’m sure you don’t need to be 
in such a hurry to find out what it is!” She 
got to her feet again looking like a snow- 
man. ; 

“I’m sorry, Hetty, really I am,” I hurried 
to say. I didn’t want her to be annoyed with 
me now, of all times, when I was to hear 
the exciting news. 
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“Well, all right,” she said, pacified for the 
moment. “I do have some wonderful news 
for you. Guess what?” 

I told her I couldn’t possibly guess, so she 
told me. And this is what she said. 

“Ruth Cameron’s mother went to Sudbury 
yesterday and got Ruth a new pair of skates. 
And what beauties they are! They are made 
of white leather with fancy stitches, and, of 
course, they have only one blade. Now, this is 
what I want to tell you. I am coming to the 
best part. I am sure Mrs. Cameron would sell 
you Ruth’s old skates, and then you could 
come skating with me on the pond every 
afternoon.” Hetty was nearly as excited as | 
was. “It would be such fun to skate together!” 

“Oh, Hetty, I love you so much for think- 
ing of this,” I said. And we were all for going 
to see Mrs. Cameron right on the spot, only 
I had to speak to mother about it first. 

My mother was a widow with a family of 
seven children to provide for, and I was the 
youngest. My two older brothers were work- 
ing, and maybe, just maybe, mother might 
decide to buy the skates for me if they were 
for sale. 


The rest of the day I walked around in & 


dream. I pictured myself skating on the pon 
with all eyes upon me, admiring my new-used 
skates, for I intended to polish the tan-col- 
ored boots till they shone. 

“What in the world is the matter with 
you, Bonny?” my mother asked me about 
suppertime. “You keep walking around, or 
sitting at the table with your chin in your 
hands, as if there was something on your 
mind. What is it?” 
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Back and forth over the ice | flew. 


I decided that the time had come to tell 
mother about the skates. If she felt she could 
not afford to buy them, I would have to put 
them out of my mind. That was all. 

So I told her about Ruth and about how 
wonderful it would be to have real one-blade 
skates. 

Mother hesitated before answering, for 
Christmas had just passed, and having bought 
us all gifts, she was low on cash. I would 
have to wait till tomorrow, she said, and ask 
Mrs. Cameron if the skates were for sale, and 
how much she wanted for them. 

I went to bed with a light heart, for at least 
mother had not refused to buy the skates. I 
fell asleep, to dream of skating with my first 
one-blade skates. 

I was awake at early dawn. Hurriedly, I 
lipped out of bed and ran to the window. I 
ouldn’t tell what kind of day it was going 
to be just then, but at least it wasn’t snowing. 
I knew the pond would not be covered with 
snow, and last night’s ice would be clean and 
ready to skate on. If only Mrs. Cameron 
would sell me the skates at a reasonable 

price, I too would be skating on the pond 
when school was out. 

I stopped in for Hetty on my way to 
school, and we talked of nothing else than 


the prospect of my buying the coveted skates. 
“My mother says I may stop at Mrs. Cam- 
eron’s on my way home from school at noon, 
for she lives on our street,” I said excitedly. 

School dragged so slowly! The morning 
was desperately long. It was terribly hard to 
concentrate on my work, but I got through 
it somehow, and then it was noon! I could 
scarcely contain my excitement as we filed 
out two by two. But as soon as I was outdoors 
I grabbed Hetty’s hand, and we both ran as 
if our lives depended on it. 

We climbed Eastwood Hill, about two 
hundred yards from Mrs. Cameron’s home, 
and crossed the ten-foot bridge, which was 
only four thick planks laid across the shallow 
stream of water. Then we stopped for breath. 
My heart was pounding madly. Hetty said 
she would come with me to ask about the 
skates, and finally we were there. 

I knocked on the door timidly, and Mrs. 
Cameron opened it. She had on a large white 
apron over her blue gingham dress. Her face 
was flushed from cooking. Ruth had not yet 
arrived home, for she had not run as fast 
as we had. . 

“Hello, Bonny and Hetty,” Mrs. Cameron 
said. “What can I do for you?” 

“Hetty tells me that you may have a pair 
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NAME THAT BIRD! How many of these birds do you know? Choose from the ten names at the bottom 
of the picture. Check your answers with the key on this page. Five right, excellent; four right, very 
good; three, fair; two or less, you’d better buy a bird book and start looking! 





of skates to sell, for I hear that you have 
bought Ruth a new pair. Are the old ones 
for sale?” I asked with expectant eyes. 

“Well now, I hadn’t thought of that at all,” 
Mrs. Cameron said. “But I don’t see why I 
shouldn’t, if Ruth is willing. Come in and try 
them on. If they fit and Ruth says it’s all right 
to sell them, you may have them for fifty 
cents.” 

“Only fifty cents!” I thought happily. “I 
am sure now that mother will buy them. 
Why, they are practically free!” I sat on a 
chair and Mrs. Cameron brought the skates. 
They were not new, but I could see that they 
were made of good material. There were 
scuff marks here and there, but they could 
be covered with a thick coat of polish 
and brushed, and the skates would look very 
good indeed. They were a dark tan, and finely 
made. I opened one of them and slipped it 
over my left foot. It was a little loose, but a 
few extra pairs of socks would soon fix that 
up. And then the boots would fit me for sev- 
eral years. 

“I see that they fit you well enough, 
Bonny,” Mrs. Cameron said. “You may take 
‘them home to your mother, so that she can 
see them and decide whether or not she wants 
to buy them.” 
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“Thank you so much, Mrs. Cameron,” I 
said, as I tied the skates together and slung 
them over my shoulder. 

Hetty and I left in high spirits. Hetty lived 
only three houses away from me. We skipped 
all the way home, we were so happy. 

When I reached home I handed the skates 
to mother, who was both surprised and 
pleased at the high quality and low price. 
“Mrs. Cameron is a good lady to sell you such 
skates at such a low price,” she said, “and it 
would be mean of me to refuse to buy them, 
for you will be so happy to have them.” 

I stopped in to tell Mrs. Cameron that I 
was keeping the skates, and to pay her the 
fifty cents. If I had been impatient for school 
to let out during the morning, I was doubly 
so now, and when the four o'clock bell rang, 
I hurried home with Hetty and Ruth, who 
was pleased that her old skates were bringing) 
me so much happiness. 

Arriving home, I lovingly put on the 

To page 19 
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GUNS for the PREACHER 


By NELLIA BURMAN GARBER 


| LEAPED into the baggage car—and felt 
two revolvers pressed against my back!” 
Elder Nary paused and looked around at 
all of us who were still sitting at the table. 
He was traveling through our town on one 
of his many journeys, and we had invited 
him to supper. 
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JEANIE MCCOY, ARTIST 





Elder Nary got into the baggage car on the first 
leap—and a moment later almost wished he hadn’t! 


The meal was now finished. Elder Nary 
had pushed back a little from the table and 
asked, “By the way, did I ever tell you about 
the experience I had in Denver?” 

No one had heard of it, and Elder Nary 
was noted for good stories, so the whole 
Gray family urged him to tell it. 

“Well,” he began, “I knew that our old 
friend, Mr. Collings, was living in Denver, 
so as soon as the train pulled in, I telephoned 
him and told him how long my train would 
be in town. There was not time for me to 
go to his office, so Mr. Collings came out to 
visit a few minutes on the station platform. 

“It was so good to see him! We talked 
and talked, and talked some more! The 
time went by before we knew it. Neither of 
us heard the train called. We did not even 
see it begin to move. 

“The baggage cars were at the very end, 
and as I looked up, the first of three baggage 
cars was just moving past me. I shouted 
Good-by to Mr. Collings, ran as fast as I 
could, and leaped into the second of those 
baggage cars. At first I was not sure I could 
make it, but I did, and when at last I was 
able to stand on my feet I felt two revolvers 
pressed against my back. 

““Just what are you doing in here?’ one 
of the train guards demanded. 

““T was visiting with a friend and almost 
got left behind, I told him. ‘So when the 
baggage car came past, I just jumped in.’ 

“"We've heard stories like that before,’ 
said the second guard roughly. 

““But I’m telling the truth,’ I urged. ‘I’m 
a minister, and my things are in one of those 
cars up ahead.’ 

“*Yeah, and I’m a minister too,’ 
the second guard. 

“Maybe he’s telling the truth, Mack,’ said 
the first guard. ‘Why shouldn’t one of us go 

To page 18 
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NOVEMBER 


First Poetry Award 


By ANN JARNES, Age 13 
Lincoln, Nebraska 


You come with a wind, leaving frost in your 
path, 
Swirling the leaves to the ground in your 
wrath; 
Leaving the trees barren and cold, 
You come with a force brutal and bold! 
You don't bother to blanket the ground with 
snow, 
You just bully and howl and bluster and 
blow. 
You leave behind a world desolate—drear, 
Oh, last month of Autumn, next to last of 
the year! 





TRY, TRY AGAIN 


First True-Story Award 


By LYNNET DeREMER, Age 12 
Mapleton, Minnesota 


Robert Bruce, king of Scotland, after los- 
ing six battles to his enemy, was hiding in 
a hut in a forest. His life was in danger. 

As he sat there, discouraged and desperate, 
he noticed a spider trying to spin a thread 
from one beam to another. It was a long 
way, and Bruce did not think she could do it. 

Six times the spider tried to reach from 
beam to beam, and six times she failed. Fi- 
nally, the seventh time she reached it. 

This gave Bruce new hope and he went 
out and fought another battle and won it. 

One evening I noticed a box-elder bug 
on a lamp shade. He was trying to reach the 
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top of the shade where he could escape. Each 
time he slipped back a little way, but he did 
make some progress. I didn’t watch long 
enough to see if the bug got free because it 
gave me an idea that I started thinking 
about. 

When Satan brings temptations we should 
try to overcome them. But sometimes we get 
discouraged. Then we slip back, but God al- 
ways brings renewed strength. So if we listen 
to Him and heed what He says we will start 
trying again. 

Maybe God will show us something to 
teach us a lesson, something like what Rob- 
ert Bruce saw, or He will help us in some 
other way. But always remember that God 
works in many ways. If we keep our courage 
up and keep trying, with His help we will 
reach our goals. Our greatest goal is heaven. 
Let’s all keep trying so when God comes we 
can all go there with Him. 





CHRISTMAS EVE IS HERE 


Poetry Award 


By STARLA COOPER, Age 11 
Springfield, Oregon 


“Christmas Eve is here again," 
You can hear the children say; 

Delicious goodies all around, 
And Christmas games to play. 


Christmas trees with glowing lights 
And trimmings, oh, so gay! 


To fill the children's hearts with love * 


And happiness on Christmas day. 


Wondrous music fills the air, 
Carols children sing; 

Songs of glorious radiance rare, 
Glory to our King. 


Christmas time is lots of fun, 
Fun for girls and fun for boys; 
With sharing, loving, thankful hearts, 
To give away some precious toys. 
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THE NEW YEAR 
First Poetry Award 


By BEVERLY PETERSEN, Age 11 
Corvallis, Oregon 


Tomorrow we'll start the new year, 
All free from every sin, 

A chance to start all over, 
All clear, outside and in. 


Tomorrow another page we'll turn 
In our own book of life, 
Another page of living 
In this world of sin and strife. 


Let's try to keep this new page clean, 
The Lord will help us too. 

if we will only ask Him, 
I know that's what He'll do. 


So as tomorrow another 
Page in life is turned, 

Let's resolve to profit from 
The lessons we have learned. 





GOD ANSWERED MY PRAYER 
ON THE TELEPHONE! 


First True-Story Award 


By PAMELA WILLIS, Age 12 
San Diego, California 


After becoming an Adventist I wanted to 
go to the academy. But there were four chil- 
dren in our family, and the chances were slim 
that I would be able to attend this Christian 
school. 


I couldn't expect my father to send me to 
the academy and not my smaller sister and 
brother. 

This ambition and hope was on my mind 
day after day. Finally the thought dawned 
on me, Why not pray? Jesus promises us that 
our prayers will be answered if only we have 
faith. 

So that very night I prayed. I did not ex- 
pect immediate results. But the next morn- 
ing the telephone rang and a lady from our 
church inquired if I would like to take care 
of her little girl for the summer. Of course, 
I readily agreed. 

Then I realized that this was an answer to 


my prayer! A way had been opened, just as 
Jesus had promised. Now I would be able 
to pay my own way through school. 

Today when anyone asks, “Does Jesus 
really answer prayer?” I reply, “He surely 
does. I am a living example.” 





WHITE CHRISTMAS 


First Art Award 


By CAROLYN DAVIS, Age 11 
Vista, California 





WINTER 


First Poetry Award 


By LONNIE E. MELASHENKO, Age 13 
Hamilton, Bermuda 


Thou cold wind blowing from the north, 
Thy plaintive voice | hear each day, 

As through the falling leaves you pass. 
“Good-by till spring,” they seem to say. 


And then on dancing wing they come, 
Those aviators dressed in white, 

And all the earth lies soft and pure 
Beneath the blanket of the night. 


Oh, look! That bough is breaking there, 
Its snowy load too great to bear. 
And now the branch is hid away, 
By the snow that's falling day by day. 
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Jewel in the 


SNOWSTORM 


By JOSEPHINE CUNNINGTON EDWARDS 


| ans ED had gotten his grubstake in 
September and had carried it up to the 
snug little cabin in the hills and stowed it 
away in the cupboards he had built in the 
walls. The stores knew how to figure a 
grubstake; they knew just how much coffee, 
tea, sugar, lard, bacon, and things like that 
a man needed to put in a winter in the hills, 
especially when he was panning for gold or 
setting out traps. 

John Ed Lee was a trapper. He set out 
traps all winter long and took care of the 
skins, and had a big load of them to sell 
when spring came smiling over the hills. 

All day long he tramped the trap line, and 
at night he went to the little cabin, snug 
and well-built, and fixed a pot of coffee, put 
a few pieces of bacon on to cook, and boiled 
some potatoes. Then, with a big fire leaping 
up in his fireplace he would get out his pipe 
and some tobacco, and begin to smoke like 
a house afire, and he thought he was having 
a good time. 

Winter started in earnest. A heavy snow 
fell all day till it was deep on the level. The 
houses were far apart there in the moun- 
tains. It was at least a mile to the nearest 
neighbor, either way. John Ed had brought 
in some venison he had frozen in the shed, 
and had it boiling in the big black pot back 
on the little cookstove he had in the kitchen. 
In the other room were his bed, some shelves, 
and his trunk, where he kept his clothes. 

He had never gone very far in school, so 
he did not like to read much and there was 
not a book on the place. On his bed were 
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some fine woolen bedcovers his mother had 
made for him back in Indiana. 

He could smell his good potato-and-onion 
stew bubbling up and boiling in the kitchen. 
He had stirred up some cornbread and it was 
sending out some welcome smells too. He 
was hungry after his long day out of doors. 

He was just getting ready to get up and 
fill his bowl with soup when, of all things, 
there was a knock on the door. A knock! 
Who in the world was out on this terrible 
night? 

John Ed opened the door. A stranger stood 
there, a man much older than he, and trem- 
bling with the cold. 

In a moment John Ed had him in by the 
fireplace, had his overcoat off, and had 
pressed a steaming cup of hot soup into his 
cold hands. In a little while he found out 
who he was. He had been out selling books, 
it seemed, and had somehow gotten off the 
road and been caught in the storm. 

“I saw your light,” he told John Ed. “It 
looked like a jewel, shining in the snow- 
storm.” 

“Well, I am glad you found me,” the 


young man said. “It gets a little lonely up Q 


here, but I make out someway.” Then he 
went on and told the stranger that he had 
come West to make his fortune, and hoped 
to find gold in the spring. If he didn’t he 
was going to Alaska. 

John Ed fixed a little table in front of 
the fire and set up two bowls and two thick 
coffee cups. It was going to be cozy and 
pleasant, eating by the fire, while the wind 

















was howling and snow was blowing and 
piling up into drifts outside. 

“No coffee for me, please,’ Mr. Aber- 
crombie, the stranger, said. “Just hot water, 
if you please.” John Ed had come in with 
the tall granite coffeepot, and was preparing 
to pour the coffee. He said nothing, but 
filled the cup with hot water from the iron 
teakettle that was singing at the fireplace. 
“Don’t you like coffee?” he asked as he sat 
down. 

“I used to,” the stranger answered. Then 
to John’s amazement he bowed his head in 
prayer before he started to eat. John Ed was 
used to starting right in, though his old 
mother and his father too used to give 
thanks over the food before they ate it. 

After supper John got out the tin dish- 
pan, just as he always did, and washed the 
few dishes and put them away. He was a 
good housekeeper even if he was a man. 
The little cabin was as neat as a pin. When 
he came back into the room from the small 
shed kitchen, Mr. Abercrombie was reading 
a Bible. John Ed lit his pipe and watched 
him awhile. Then he removed his pipe and 


said, “Friend, I don’t think much of the 
Christians I know.” 

Mr. Abercrombie looked up. 

“You don’t? Why?” 

“Well, they take their tobacco out of their 
mouths when they go into a church, and 
put another quid in as soon as they get out. 
They drink and carouse all week, and think 
a little churchgoing on Sunday will pay up 
for their meanness all week.” 

“I quite agree with you, Mr. Lee,” the 
guest said. “I do not believe in that kind of 
Christianity either. It will not stand the test 
of the Lord, for He does not like it any better 
than you do.” 

John Ed was silent for a time. 

“Don’t you use tobacco?” he asked. 

“No, I don’t,” answered the man. “You 
will have to admit that smoking is a filthy 
habit. My Bible says that the Lord someday 
will say, ‘He which is filthy, let him be filthy 
still.’ I do not want that curse to fall on me.” 

John Ed took his pipe out of his mouth 
and looked at it. “I never thought of that,” 
he muttered. “You say that is set down in 
the Bible?” 





JEANIE MCCOY, ARTIST 


“What kind of man is this?” John Ed wondered. He was praying before he ate! 
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“Yes,” he said. “It is in the last book of 
the Bible, the book of Revelation.” He 
turned to it and read the verse aloud. (Rev. 
22:11.) Suddenly, Mr. Abercrombie was 
surprised to see John Ed take his pipe and 
throw it and his sack of tobacco into the fire. 

“I don’t want to be filthy,” he said. Then 
he got up and went outside to get an arm- 
ful of wood for the kitchen stove and a 
couple of logs for the fireplace. He was very 
still later when he saw his guest kneel in 
prayer before he went to bed. 

The next day both men were snowbound, 
and Mr. Abercrombie read John Ed many 
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THE CHRISTIAN WAY 
By LOUISE DARCY 


Tender Jesus, meek and mild, 
Once you were a little child. 
Mary held you in her arms, 
Guarding you from all alarms. 
Joseph taught you to obey 
And to follow God each day. 
Jesus, Saviour, once you knew 
Parents taking care of you. 
And you grew one day to be 
A teen-ager just like me. 
Blessed Jesus, every day, 

Help me to live the Christian way. 
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interesting things from the Bible. John Ed 
had never heard the Ten Commandments, 
and he asked his friend to read them to him 
twice. 

Then Mr. Abercrombie told him a most 
surprising thing, and proved it to him by 
ever and ever so many texts from the Bible. 
He told him that it was the seventh day of 
the week, not the first day, that was the Sab- 
bath. He told him that even though most of 
the folks went to church on Sunday, it was 
the wrong day, and the Lord was calling 
people to keep all the commandments holy 
and not to forget the wonderful fourth one. 

He told him all about the coming of the 
Lord too, and read him the signs that are 
written down in the Bible in the twenty- 
fourth chapter of the Gospel of Matthew. 

Oh, it was wonderful! John Ed sat all day 
and just listened, and stopped only long 
enough to get food for the two of them to 
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eat. All day he did not smoke, though he 
felt he would like to, for the habit was 
strong. But he had made up his mind to 
quit; he did not want to be filthy. 

The next day, while John Ed was out on 
his trap lines, the stranger left, for the 
weather had cleared enough for him to be 
on his way. But he left a note and his Bible. 
“I will be praying for you, friend,” he wrote. 
“I hope you will remember what I said to 
you about what the Bible teaches.” 

John was overjoyed to get that Bible. He 
sat down as soon as he had eaten and tried 
to find the Ten Commandments. He hunted 
all the next day before he found them. And 
when he finally did he learned them by heart 
and put a bookmark in the place so he could 
find them again easily. 

Then he began to hunt for the chapter in 
Matthew that told about the signs of the 
coming of the Lord. It took him a whole 
week to find that. And he learned the whole 
chapter too, so he could have it in his head 
to say while he tramped through the deep 
snow on the trap line. 

Before that year was out, John was a dif- 
ferent man. He was keeping the command- 
ments of God and had been baptized. Then 
he did a strange thing. He decided to go to 
church school and spend one winter so 
he could learn how to read better, and 
learn some arithmetic and grammar, and 
have Bible lessons every day. 

The children had loads of fun with him, 
and he studied very hard and learned a lot. 
He was sorry then that he had wasted so 
much time when he was a boy in school and 
frittered away his opportunities. 

He had a nice place to live while he went 
to school that year. He fixed up his wagon 
and drove it into the schoolyard. He built a 
sort of house on it with a little stove and a 
cot and a table. At night passers-by could 
see smoke coming out of the stovepipe, and 
a light in the window on one side. John Ed 
was studying his lessons and working his 
problems and writing out his spelling words. 

When the teacher arrived at the school in 
the morning, the room was always warm, for 
John Ed built the fire, carried in a bucket 
of fresh water, and swept the floor. It was a 
happy year. 

John Ed is an old, old man now, almost 
ninety years old. He has read the Bible 
through nearly forty times since that day 
long ago when a lost wanderer thought his 
light looked like a jewel in a snowstorm. 
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Why Ray Did Not Play Football 


By WILLIAM I. RANKIN 


AY!” Buck Smith called loudly as he stood 
on the front porch of Ray Thomas’ home. 
“Hey, Ray!” 

Ray appeared suddenly, not from the front 
door but from around the side of the house. 

“Oh, hi!” he grinned. 

Buck held up a new football—and there 
was no need of an explanation. 

Ray had a sudden flash of inspiration. 
“Say!” He pointed to the field across the 
street. “Ross plowed it this morning. Why 
don’t we get the fellows together and play 
a game right now?” The boys had learned 
the year before what extra fun there was 
playing football in the plowed field where 
running was so difficult and it was soft land- 
ing when one fell. 

In a matter of ten minutes a small group 
of neighborhood boys had been rounded up 
and a rough and tumble game was in prog- 
ress. The air was filled with laughter. The 
boys always wore their oldest clothes playing 
this game, for everyone was dirty from head 
to foot before it was over. At last, utterly 
exhausted, two boys stretched out and lay 





Glen received the ball and started down the field. 


panting and laughing. The rest joined them, 
and the talk turned to football. 

“Boy, you should have seen Lewindowsky 
run that ball down the field in last Saturday's 
game!” Buck was directing his comments at 
Ray who, he knew, had not been at the game. 
As a Seventh-day Adventist, Ray never at- 
tended the Saturday football games at the 
high school, yet along with the other grade 
school boys he had a burning desire to play 
on the team when he got into high school. 
Buck had already been chosen by the team as 
their mascot. 

“How that fellow can go!” breathed 
another hero worshiper in the weary group. 
No doubt about it. Broad-shouldered Glen 
Lewindowsky was the boys’ favorite. The big 
athlete liked the younger boys too, and always 
had an infectious grin to accompany his 
pleasant words. 

“Come on, lazybones,” DuWayne Small 
called, pulling Ray to his feet by yanking on 
his arm. “Let's hit the game again.” 

“OK.,” he replied. “You kick off, we'll 
receive.” 

After another thirty minutes of play, all 
the grid gladiators trudged off to their homes, 
tired to the bone. 

Many more times in the months that fol- 
lowed this same group of boys played their 
game of “tag” football, in which they tagged 
instead of tackled. The new school year 
found Ray and Buck in the eighth grade and 
looking forward to graduation the following 
spring. Their excitement mounted as the 
buds swelled on the trees in April. 

“I can hardly wait to suit up,” Buck ex- 
claimed several times that spring. Ray said 
little, but silently hoped there wouldn't be 
many Saturday games scheduled for the sea- 
son. He said very little about it to his mother, 
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for he knew she gravely disapproved of the 
game. 

It was on one of these spring days that a 
half-holiday was declared in the Grand 
Prairie public grade school so that all stu- 
dents could attend an air show, a special 
event at the local airport. 

Ray and Buck, two boys who wouldn't 
think of missing the event, headed for the 
show on their bicycles. Through town and 
out along the highway they rode, talking all 
the while about all the thrilling things they 
expected to see. 

“I don’t want to miss that acrobat who 
does the tricks on the wings of the plane,” 
Ray declared. 

“And how about the dogfight? Boy, that’s 
going to be something!” put in Buck. 

“Do you really think a man can parachute 
from a plane and land right on the airport?” 
asked Ray, but Buck wasn’t listening. His 
eye had caught sight of a familiar figure at 
the service station the boys were now pass- 
ing. 
“Isn't that Glen Lewindowsky?” Ray 
looked. 

“Sure, that’s him. I didn’t know he was 
still around since graduation last spring. I 
hadn’t seen him,” said Buck. 

“Hi, Glen,” Buck called. The big athlete 
was filling the gas tank for a customer. He 
turned with a look of surprise and a smile 
when he saw the boys. 

“Well, if it isn’t our old mascot! How are 
you, big shot?” Buck beamed, and wheeled 
his bike to a standstill. Ray followed suit, 
proud to see and talk to his hero. Glen hung 
up the hose, fastened the tank cap in place, 
and accepted the money from the customer. 
Then coming over to the boys, he displayed 
the old familiar grin that had gained him so 
many admirers. 

“How have you been?” he asked. 

“Fine,” Buck answered for the two. “Boy! 
Would it be great to see you on the football 
field again. We missed you in the games this 
year.” 

The customer in the Buick had driven out. 
Glen lowered himself to sit on a box nearby, 
and a grimace of pain crossed his face as 
he did so. 

Then he brightened again and_ said, 
“Would you?” 

“Well, wouldn't you give anything to be 
back out there?” Buck wanted to know. 

Big Glen Lewindowsky sat looking at his 
two young admirers for a full minute. His 
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smile had disappeared. “I wouldn't suit up 
again for a football game for a million dol- 
lars.” 

He sat still, looking straight ahead and 
saying nothing. Neither did the younger boys 
break the silence; they were too surprised by 
this very unexpected statement from their 
favorite hero. Did Glen really mean what he 
had said? 

“But w-why?” gasped Buck Smith, com- 
pletely flabbergasted. A half smile came back 
on Glen’s face, but it was a cynical one. 

“What's the use? I couldn’t talk you kids 
out of playing no matter what I said. The 
glory of the game is all that’s played up. No 
one pays any attention to an old broken-down 
player like me. I never move without pain. 
I live with a back that never lets me forget 
those games I used to play.” Ray suddenly 
remembered the pained expression on Glen’s 
face when he sat down on the box. 

“But can’t you go to a doctor, a—a chiro- 
practor? They can fix up bad backs, can’t 
they?” Buck suggested. 

“I wish it were that simple,” Glen replied. 
“I've been to several, and I’m sure they did 
all they could. But my back still bothers me, 
and probably it always will. I had fun play- 
ing the game in high school, but if I had 
known how much and how long I would have 
to suffer, believe me, I never would have 
gone out for the game.” 

Buck was bewildered. “Surely this doesn’t 
happen to many of the players, does it?” 

Glen slowly nodded his head. 

“A lot of players suffer for years afterward 
from old bruises and dislocations. If I were 
you young kids and had another chance, I'd 
stay away from the game.” 

Two disillusioned young hopefuls turned 
away from the service station without much 
enthusiasm for the air show now. They had 
too much to think about. 

“What's the use talking to you kids. You'll 
play no matter what I say,” kept repeating 
itself in Ray’s mind. “My back still bothers 
me, and probably it always will.” 

When Ray entered high school and ac- 
tually got the opportunity to play football, 
the game didn’t look half so glamorous as it 
used to. Remembering the words of Glen 
Lewindowsky gave Ray courage to stay away 
when the call came for all interested students 
to report to the coach. And if you would 
ask him how he feels about it today, he would 
tell you that that was one of the wisest de- 
cisions of his life. 














By IVY R. DOHERTY 


{° IT the same at your house as it is at 
ours, when all the Christmas things are 
put away? 

At our house there are usually seventy or 
eighty or even more Christmas cards that we 
cherish very much. And because we hate to 
destroy them we sit and look at them over 
and over, wishing there was some way they 
could make someone else as happy and warm 
inside as they made us. 

There is one way you can pass on the 
pleasantness to others. Cut out from the 
cards the pictures of flowers and trees, the 
little picturesque scenes, the cozy little 
houses, anything that you think is pretty, 





A Way to 
Use Your Old 
CHRISTMAS 


CARDS 


and paste each cutout on a piece of card- 
board. 

On the other side of the card write some 
cheering Bible verses, such as, “The Lord 
is my shepherd; I shall not want,” or per- 
haps a pleasant verse of poetry. 

When you have a neat bundle of pretty 
cards, go to a nearby hospital and ask the 
person in charge if your cards could be put 
on the patients’ trays to help cheer them. 

Don’t you think that would be good mis- 
sionary work for a rainy day? I’m quite sure 
many of the sick people will think their 
food tastes much better when accompanied 
by one of your cutout Christmas cards. 





Two Colds and a Cobra 
From page 3 


seemed unharmed. The stone and _ stick 
throwing started again, for we were all de- 
termined not to leave a snake in the tree 
beside our door. There were many snakes 
around the mission compound—deadly green 
mambas, black cobras such as this, and cas- 
sava snakes. If we could kill this one, there 
would be one less to endanger the lives of 
our family and the students. 

Since the snake seemed invulnerable, we 
decided to drive down the road and see if 
one of our neighbors had any shells. When 
we returned a few minutes later, the stu- 
dents greeted us triumphantly and pointed 
to a six-foot black cobra with a bullet hole 
in its back, stretched across the road. 

Unusual? Not especially, for many snakes 


are killed in this part of Africa every day. 
But for me there was something very un- 
usual about this particular snake killing. 


The day before, we went to the airport to 
greet some returning missionaries. Two-year- 
old Mike had managed to soak himself thor- 
oughly in the rain puddles while we were 
waiting for the plane to arrive. On the way 
home I reproached myself for not watching 
him more closely, for he already had a cold. 
Before the night was over he was coughing 
frequently. 

During one of my trips to Mike’s bed I 
automatically reached over and laid my hand 
on four-year-old Teddy's forehead and dis- 
covered that he had a fever for the first time 
in nearly two years. When morning came I 
kept the boys indoors, though they were 
feeling better and begged to be allowed out 
to play. Later Teddy's fever returned, and 
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again I had to reproach myself for forgetting 
to give the children their usual antimalaria 
tablet the previous Friday. 

If it had not been for sickness, the boys 
would certainly have been playing in the yard 
when this deadly cobra came along! I think 
I understand more fully now the text that 
says, “All things work together for good.” I 
know now that God can make all things, even 
our mistakes, even sickness, work together 
for good. 


Guns for the Preacher 
From page 9 


up to the car and see if he is lying or not. 
If he is— 

“I didn’t like to think what that ‘If he 
is—’ meant, but I told the guards the number 
of the coach I had been traveling in, and I 
told them that if they would look in the book 
bag on the seat they would find several books 
with my name, G. R. Nary, written in them. 
I showed them my credentials and identifica- 
tion cards.” 

“Did they go and look?” asked the young- 
est Gray. 

“Evidently,” laughed his father. “Then 
what happened?” 

“Well, the first guard went to my coach 
and checked to see if my books were there, 
but the other guard kept his revolver in my 
ribs all the time he was gone. You don’t 
know how relieved I felt when the first 
guard returned and said he believed my 
story. 

““Yeah, he came clean, the second guard 
said. ‘Let him go.’ And then I really got a 
lecture. I was warned never to try such a 
foolish thing again, what would happen if I 
did, and a lot more that I don’t care to re- 

e 
“My, what an experience!” said Sister 
Gray. “It reminds me of our Sabbath school 
lesson. You remember the one about the 
clock of time striking whether we are ready 
or not. That train did not wait for you, and 
you were almost left behind.” 

“But the baggage car saved him,” said 
the littlest Gray. 

“Yes, son,” said his father, “but there are 
no baggage cars on the train to heaven. 
When God’s clock says the time has come, 
we must BE READY. No jumping into a 
baggage car then.” 

“Maybe my experience has taught us 
something after all,” said Elder Nary. 
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When the Pastor Came 
for Dinner 


From page 5 


“Here are your flowers,’ she said. She 
watched Virginia season the beans in the 
large pan, and her eyes grew round and 
wide. “Oh, Ginny, you’re cooking just like 
mother!” 

Virginia smiled at her. “Not just like 
mother, but I’m trying, Rosie. I'm going to 
make corn bread for supper too, honey.” 

When Rosie ran outside again, Virginia 
sat down at the kitchen table. She bowed her 
head over her clasped hands and sent God a 
fervent, silent prayer for guidance and as- 
sistance. 

The Howards arrived at six o'clock. Vir- 
ginia was telling them about Kenny's acci- 
dent when she heard a car drive in the 
driveway. 

Roy burst into the house ahead of his par- 
ents. “Kenny’s going to be all right!” he 
cried. 

Surprise and dismay underlay graciousness 
on mother’s face as she entered the room and 
greeted the guests. “Kenny will be fine but 
we thought it best to leave him at the hos- 
pital tonight. There are slight complications. 
Mrs. Howard, I’m so sorry I wasn’t here 
when you arrived.” 

Virginia felt warm and happy inside as 
she watched her mother. Then mother ex- 
cused herself and she and Virginia left the 
room together. 

“Virginia, whatever shall I do? No din- 
ner—and the Howards here!” she whispered 
frantically. 

“Come on, Mother,” Virginia urged gently 
as she pushed open the kitchen door. 

Mother stopped stock-still and her nose 
quivered. Virginia chuckled at the look of 
amazement on her face. 

A delicious aroma filled the air as Vir- 
ginia opened the oven door with a flourish. 
The great pot of brown and crusty baked 
beans, bubbling gently, greeted mother’s un- 
believing eyes. Beside it was a large pan of 
delicately golden corn bread. 

Virginia laughed aloud. “And see, 
Mother!” Turning, she opened the icebox, 
revealing sherbet dishes piled high with 
apples and beaten, sweetened egg whites, 
topped with perfect scarlet strawberries. Be- 
side them, a large bowl of lettuce and to- 
matoes waited for supper to begin. 





‘ 

















Mother couldn’t say anything for a min- 
ute. She just looked. Then she put her arms 
around Virginia and kissed her, and her eyes 
were wet. “I’ve never had such a wonderful 
surprise in all my life,” she whispered. 

Later, Mrs. Howard looked up from her 
empty plate and sighed. “Mrs. Ford, you're 
not only the best cook I’ve ever met, but the 
cleverest! I can’t understand how you could 
prepare a meal like this while you were at 
the hospital all day.” 

Father beamed. “My wife is a wonderful 
manager.” 

Mother smiled as she interrupted him. 
“Please, all the credit goes to Virginia. She 
prepared the entire meal today, the first 
one she’s ever cooked by herself.” 

“And she’s only eleven years old!” Mrs. 
Howard exclaimed. 

“Mother taught me,” Virginia said quickly, 
her cheeks pink with embarrassment. 

Mr. Howard spoke quietly, “It is plain to 
see where the credit belongs. The boy who 
cut the grass and helped his sister, the clean 
and happy little girl, our shining, comfort- 
able bedroom, and now this delicious meal 
—they all reflect the constant training of 
youth in the home, in the church school, and 
in the church, for Christian service brings 
good results. Young people who learn in 
this way may be depended upon to do the 
right thing at the right time.” 

Virginia’s heart was overflowing with 
happiness and thankfulness. As she looked 
at the proud and shining faces of her parents 
she knew her prayer had been answered. 


My First One-Blade Skates! 
From page 8 


newly polished boots and skates, tied the 
straps, and tightly laced the boots. I was sure 
I could skate as well as any. 

“Be careful,’ mother said. “You are not 
accustomed to skating on one-blade skates, 
and they can be tricky. Good-by now, and be 
sure to get home in time for supper.” 

The girls in our class always skated to the 
pond for it was much more fun to skate than 
walk. It did not occur to us that we were 
spoiling our skate blades by skating on snow. 
All we thought of was getting to the pond 
as quickly as possible. 

Now as I opened the kitchen door to walk 
out onto the veranda, I was confident that I 
would not fall. But once I struck the hard 





Resolutions 


January 


1. Joshua 24:15 We will serve the Lord 
2. Exodus 20:12 Honor father and mother 


3. Deut. 6:18 | will do that which is right 
4. Exodus 20:8-111 will keep the Sabbath 

5. Exodus 20:3 _‘I will serve God only 

6. Exodus 20:7 —_‘I will not swear 

7. Ruth 1:16 Thy God my God 








and slippery snow that covered the veranda 
floor, one foot slid out from under me. The 
veranda seemed to sway. I fell backwards and 
crashed down. My head struck the ice, and for 
a moment I thought the house had fallen 
on me. Mother helped me up, and away 
I went. 

For the rest of the day I felt it wise to hold 
onto Hetty’s arm until I could master the 
strokes and keep my balance. When dusk 
began to fall, I didn’t want to go home, even 
though my legs ached. My stomach cried for 
food, and I thought of the good hot supper 
mother would have prepared at home. I com- 
forted myself that tomorrow would soon be 
here and I could go to the pond once more, 
and every day after that as well. 

“Let's go home, Hetty,” I said. “I feel all in. 
But hasn't it been a wonderful day?” 

“Hasn't it, though?” Hetty said. “Here, let 
me give you my arm for your legs seem sort 
of wobbly. I felt the same way my first day 
on skates.” 

In a month’s time I was quite a good 
skater. I liked to skate to and from the store, 
on errands for my mother. In this way I was 
able to repay her a little for the happiness 
she had brought me by letting me buy the 
skates. 

Though I wasn’t lucky enough to buy new 
skates as most of the other girls did, I can 
remember being one of the happiest girls in 
the world with those second-hand skates. 
There is more to having a good time than the 
price of the equipment! 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


Lesson theme for the fourth quarter: "Christ-Centered Doctrines" 


I—The Night Jesus Came 


to Earth 


(January 7) 


(New Testament Stories of Things That Hap- 
pened at Night) 


General Introduction 


About 2,000 years ago the world was in ter- 
rible spiritual darkness. There was suffering and 
misery everywhere. The poor, the widows, and 
the orphans were victims of satanic cruelty. 
They were being corrupted, murdered, and lost. 
Demons possessed the bodies of many human 
beings and urged them on to the vilest of lust 
and wickedness. 

Then—amid this great spiritual darkness— 
Jesus came to seek and save the lost, and to re- 
store in man the image of his Maker. It was a 
night in Bethlehem when Jesus came. He was 
the “light of the world.” He came to dispel the 
darkness. So often the power and light of Jesus 
was made manifest in the darkness of night. 
This quarter we will study some of these experi- 
ences. 


Memory VERsE: “Fear not: for, behold, I bring 
you good tidings of great joy, which shall 
be to all people. For unto you is born this day 
in the city of David a Saviour, which is Christ 
the Lord” (Luke 2:10, 11). 
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SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read the story of the birth of Jesus, and how 
it was announced, in Luke 2:1-20. Read the 
memory verse thoughtfully several times. Re- 
member to go over it every day as you study 
your lesson assignment. 


SUNDAY 
Birthplace for a King 


Open your Bible to Micah 5. 

The little town of Bethlehem, four or five 
miles south of Jerusalem, did not attract much 
attention until long after Jesus was born there. 
However, prophecy, which tells us history in 
advance, had singled it out and foretold that 
glory would come to it through One who would 
be born there. Read this prophecy in verse 2. 

I wonder if this prophecy ever troubled Mary 
in her home in Galilee. The angel had told her 
and Joseph that she was to be the honored 
mother of the Messiah. The time was near for 
His birth, yet here they were in Nazareth— 
miles from Bethlehem, the place where proph- 
ecy said the Messiah would come. Unknown to 
Mary and Joseph, God had plans in operation 
so that the town Micah told about would indeed 
be the birthplace of the Messiah. 


“At the time of Christ’s first advent, the 


ry 




















priests and scribes of the holy city, to whom 
were intrusted the oracles of God, might have 
discerned the signs of the times, and proclaimed 
the coming of the Promised One. The prophecy 
of Micah designated His birthplace; Daniel spec- 
ified the time of His advent.”—-The Great Con- 
troversy, p. 313. 

THINK! Are not the majority of people in the 
world just as ignorant of the facts of Christ’s 
second coming as they were of His first coming? 

Pray to be a good student of the Scriptures, 
so that you may be acquainted with God’s plans. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, pp. 
31, 36-38. 

MONDAY 


That Wonderful Night 


Open your Bible to Luke 2. 


As the time for the birth of Jesus drew near, 
something happened that caused a stir in the 
home of Joseph and Mary, as it did in many 
homes. Messengers appeared everywhere with 
an announcement from the great Roman em- 
peror, Caesar Augustus. You can find what that 
message was, in verse 1. 

Everyone was to go and register in his an- 
cestral birthplace. For Joseph and Mary this 
meant going all the way south to Bethlehem. So 
they set off one day on the slow, tedious journey. 
Perhaps Mary recalled then the prophecy of 
Micah, and saw how it could be fulfilled. 

“This was a toilsome journey, as people trav- 
eled in those times. Mary, who went with her 
husband, was very weary as she climbed the hill 
on which Bethlehem stands. 

“How she longed for a comfortable place in 
which to rest! But the inns were already full. 
The rich and proud were well cared for, while 
these humble travelers had to find rest in a rude 
building where cattle were sheltered. 

“Joseph and Mary possessed little of earth’s 
riches, but they had the love of God, and this 
made them rich in contentment and peace. 
They were children of the heavenly King, who 
was about to give them a wonderful honor. 

“Angels had been watching them while they 
were on their journey, and when night came on, 
and they went to rest, they were not left alone. 
Angels were still with them.”—ELLEN G. WuIre, 
The Story of Jesus, p. 13. 

There the event took place, though barely 
noticed at the time, that was to shake history 
and to deal a blow to Satan from which he 
would never recover. Read the brief account 


of Jesus’ birth in verse 7. 
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THINK how angels protected Jesus’ mother in 
order that our Redeemer might be born to ac- 
complish His work. . 

THANK Gop that Jesus was willing to come to 
earth for our sakes. 

For further reading: 
p. 44. 


The Desire of Ages, 
TUESDAY 
While the Shepherds Watched at Night 


Open your Bible to Luke 2. 


All the people of the world could have been 
aware that the time of the Saviour’s birth had 
arrived. The priests and the scribes, whose duty 
it was to study and interpret and teach the Holy 
Scriptures, could have been telling all to watch 
for the Saviour and to welcome Him, but they 
did not. They were too busy with other things 
—with getting wealth and worldly honor for 
themselves, with arguments about minor points 
of their own man-made laws—and few indeed 
were aware that the great clock of prophecy was 
pointing to the hour about which Daniel had 
clearly told, when the Saviour was to leave His 
heavenly home for our earthly one. 

“So when Christ was born, God did not re- 
veal it to them [the priests and rulers among 
the Jews]. He sent the glad news to some shep- 
herds who kept their flocks on the ‘hills around 
Bethlehem.”—The Story of Jesus, p. 16. Read 
about these shepherds in verse 8. 


“These were good men, and as they watched 
their sheep by night, they talked together about 
the promised Saviour, and prayed so earnestly 
for His coming that God sent bright messen- 
gers from His own throne of light to teach 
them.”—The Story of Jesus, p. 16. Read verse 
9 and see what effect the appearance of the 
angel of the Lord had on these good men when 
he came to announce the Saviour’s birth. 

THINK how the ways of God can be revealed 
to the humble and are not reserved for the 
learned and mighty alone. 


Pray to have a mind open to God’s teachings 
and a heart open to His love. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
47, pars. 1-3. 


WEDNESDAY 
The Night the Angels Sang 
Open your Bible to Luke 2. 
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So great an event as the coming of the 
Saviour merited an announcement from heaven, 
and so the Father sent one of His angels to 
announce to the shepherds that His Son had 
been born, just as the prophecies said He 
would be. Read (or repeat) the words with 
which this announcement was made, in verses 
10 and 11. 

Perhaps the shepherds had a vision of a great 
King coming in splendor and triumph to the 
land. The angel had to prepare them for the 
fact that Jesus had come just as every other 
person—except Adam and Eve—had come to 
this earth—as a helpless baby. Read the words 
with which the angel prepared them for this, in 
verse 12. 

The shepherds were becoming accustomed 
now to the dazzling light of the angel’s appear- 
ance, and this prepared them for the further 
exhibition of glory that was to come. Read 
about the amazing scene that opened before 
their eyes after the angel’s announcement, in 
verses 13 and 14. 


“The whole plain was lighted up with the 
bright shining of the hosts of God. Earth was 
hushed, and heaven stooped to listen to the 
song,— 

‘Glory to God in the highest, 
And on earth peace, good will toward men.’. . . 

“As the angels disappeared, the light faded 
away, and the shadows of night once more fell 
on the hills of Bethlehem. But the brightest 
picture ever beheld by human eyes remained 
in the memory of the shepherds.”—The Desire 
of Ages, p. 48. 

THINK how God honors even the humblest 
one who honestly seeks truth and righteousness. 


Pray one day to be able to greet the Saviour 
with the redeemed when He comes the second 
time in glory. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
47, pars. 4, 5; p. 48, par. 1. 


THURSDAY 
Light in the Darkness 


Open your Bible to Luke 2. 


I imagine those shepherds were speechless 
for a few minutes after that wonderful, dazzling 
scene, don’t you? But when they were able to 
speak they said to one another that they must 
go and see this wonderful thing that had taken 
place. Read their words, in verse 15. 

So they went “with haste,” the Bible record 
tells us, for they were so eager to see the baby 
King. Verse 16 will tell you whether they found 
Him. 

How they must have looked with awe and 
wonder at that tiny Babe. Every baby is a source 
of wonder, but this One was especially wonder- 
ful—the longest-awaited Baby in the world, but 
He was safely here at last, to grow to manhood, 
as all boys have grown to manhood, to do His 
great work for the human race. 





When their visit was over, the shepherds had 
something else to do. Find what that was by 
reading verse 17. 

How people wondered at the news the shep- 
herds told. Had the Saviour really come to 
them that night? Why hadn’t the priests told 
them about this? 

But the words of the shepherds were true. 
That wonderful night the Saviour was born. 
And during the hundreds of years that have fol- 
lowed, millions have learned to love Him and 
have believed on Him and have been lifted from 
the darkness of sin and sorrow into light, hope, 
and love. 


Good News! 
Junior Guide’s great new serial 


“SINGER ON THE SAND” 
By NORMA R. YOUNGBERG 
Begins next week! 
Don’t miss a single chapter! 


THINK of the many millions in the world who 
still have no real knowledge of the Saviour and 
what He has done for us. 


Pray that you may help dispel the darkness 
of the night of sin for others and be among those 
taking the light of Jesus Christ to the world. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
48, pars. 3-5; p. 49. 


FRIDAY 


WuatT Hap these places or people to do with 

the birth of the Saviour? 

. Caesar Augustus 

. Bethlehem 

. David 

Mary 

. Nazareth 

. Joseph 

- The hills outside Bethlehem 

. Shepherds watching their flocks 
. An angel from God’s throne 

10. A host of angels 

11. The priests and Jewish rulers 

12. The people of Bethlehem 

REVIEW the memory verse. 

WovuLp you have been waiting and watching 
for the Messiah if you had lived when Jesus was 
born? 

ARE you waiting and watching now for His 
second advent in this the darkest hour of earth’s 
history? 

For further reading: A. S. Maxwell, The Bi- 
ble Story, vol. 7, pp. 31-42. 
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WILD THINGS IN WINTER By Harry Baers 


Hibernation is one way in which wild 

creatures escape cold and lack of food 

in winter. Bears usually hibernate in tem- : ; 

perate regions, but the male polar bear Raccoons, skunks, and badgers 


and yearlings of both sexes stay out and ee g 
hunt afl winter. Only females preparing to come agi prin Pe 5 4 


have cubs den up in ice caves. Black 4 
bears and grizzlies hibernate as soon as es they waken and. are : 
they are fat enough. Then their stomach ey: ose 
shrinks, they cease to eat and go to sleep. 


Marmots and ground squirrels 
fatten up and go to sleep very 
early, sometimes in Augast, and 
come out when the snow is of- 
ten still on the ground, It is not 
the cold that makes them hiber- 
nate so early. Like the bears, 
they get too fat to eat more. 


At least one bird, the 
poorwill of the South- 
west, has been found to 
hibernate in winter. 


: In general, insects pass 
Snakes gather together the winter in pupal or 
in ancestral sleeping ) egg stages, but mourning 
dens and hibernate | cloak butterflies hiber- 
through the winter, nate in the adult form. 


Nonmigratory bats hang 
clustered in deep caves 


to keep from freezing. wa 


Most mice are about all winter, 
but the jumping mouse of 
North America and the dor- 
mouse of the Old World sleep 
very soundly. 


Around ponds and streams frogs, toads, 
turtles, salamanders, and even carp sleep 
in the earth or mud to preserve their lives 
while the world above is all frozen. 
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